442                    KINGS'   MASQUE

as she turned to go at last, the light seemed to grow dimmer in
his lonely room. She loved him, in her own way. With her,
he still meant something. She alone stood between him and the
closing-down of that Melancholy he dreaded, that final
acceptance of his fate as a spectator of other men's deeds. He
had unwisely stepped upon the stage, ruined those he sought
to help, and must retire into the audience again, to watch
through a haze of unreality the tedious and sordid aftermath
of Tragedy.

"Good night/* he said to the closing door. "Enjoy yourself
at Merci's!"

He picked up Sophie's letter. She, too, had been to a dance,
a Court Ball in Stockholm. She had seen the boy King. His
Little Majesty King Gustav IV had singled her out, talked
much to her of his Ambassador, her brother. "Poor Axel!" he
had said. "He seems so sad!" And when someone had spoken
of the French Nation, he had flashed out that there was no
such thing. "When people murder their King," he said, "they
aren't a Nation any longer!"

He must finish off the letter to his father, with condolences
on old age and failing health. He must write to little King
Gustav, declining the offer of the London Embassy. Brussels
was better, with Eleanora to comfort and ward off his melan-
choly. He would go on racking his brains for some way to help
the woman who meant more to him than a hundred Eleanoras.

He wondered if the latest attempt would come to anything.
A man called Ribbe had come to him with a scheme for
rescuing her from the Temple. He had given him money and
encouragement, and then heard no more. He had heard little
of her except some meagre, second-hand news from a doctor
who attended the children. It was not good news, The Temple
withered its captives. The Doctor had not been able to
recognise Elisabeth, beneath the marks of her suffering. One
gathered that, if looks were all, Eleanora need not fear a
moment's rivalry from the widowed Queen.

His pen began to move. He would write to De Stael first,
thanking him for the copy of Gennaine's latest pamphlet, her
belated literary effort to save the Queen from the Revolution.
He could not refrain from one bitter sentence, at the end of